— > 


y ' 
- \ 
— , - — 4 A : 
* / ** 1 - 
\ : , - p . k * 
g i 4 SD. / . 
N * 8 4 - \ * . * q : 
, 4\? 1 | K : . - — » 
— 4 b T5 \ * 
1 * { 7 ha a 
\ . . y \ * £ p - a 4 7 
— (| . = — 4 
* by 5 
f \ 0 
— 75 4 4 , - 3 
E 4 * , 0 1 , £ 
7 5 4 / — : br - 
a A p 4 A 
of p g # 
7 
4 


- 
— — OI nr 
=— * * — 
—— > 628 rY M0 8 . . . Is 
5 * T; 6 P / IF \ I U \ "A 10 09.4 ” # 
77 / * )., * 4 * 7 F 
i 771 ie 
Ve ö 5 ö t, 


a e ee 

e ü ec, (ff ee 
0 i | 11, 15 : , G ; 18 ) NY \ | * ms 47 65 ; Il * 0 400 { be L 1 
ö 5 


n 7 6 * us AS 7 * 4 Nas a 7 ·˖ [ 1 
Mae 4 Me. d, LL ae = WH! Sho | | 

N. Rl 1 TONY 9 1 00 | (08 
vw” 1s 8 IT by V 5 1 — g . _ | Cr , d ary 


* 
2 
CL - , 
75 
\ ” - * 2 N Fee 

* TY * o LAY - SE 

? » \ » | iy , 7 0 
99 * i 


o 


N 
WY 4 * PS 3 T N 1 
* 18 » . NN - LL 00008 Of, 1,- oo = 2 * 
. \ N W | = ! l —_—_— 
Sy . © . „„ lan „%,, of; | 000 
. — b 5 ut « a. we TLL 11 'Y * N = * 
0 Dl \ - > vil hy C] [ > 54 17 ) / v\ 
| CROTON ds e 
0 11 X N ES = Wh: oy, . 
* \ THY d 1 1 : 2 — 
8 8 N. , So cs Nene \ N . , 4 a = ; TT p ' 
. * =—Y bs \ 2 K - - 7 
8 - \\\) 4 1 i! — 2 7 
3 3 b ! # + . 


ws” 


* 
\?k 
>> 
N 2 
+ — 
\ — — 


2 
x * 
1 
£ ( \ 5 1 
„ i o 1 0 % 
- | 7 
Nd 
— Fig 4 


7 


- N 7 If if * | * 
. 7 \ 1 
1 p > "'s / '/ * 
1 o \ * þ { Il / - [7 
, Þ : 
o \ y 8 [1 . - ” i of - R 
* * * Ll. os 5 * k * * . * 930 
4 fo , o 5 ! * —— p 
" of \ 4 5 bo * o 1 . a * . 1 . 
* - 4 N i o 4 o 6 4 7 | 
/ - Lo : g ' 1 d 
, - : 
P 4 \ N , 
7 Ul — 


{ 
— CL Wy foe 5 Wh S 9 * 7 5 "= 1 | | Ev 
ne Ju Te e uu, 4 a, , _ EE 
— 166 10 Nl W 0 L, | 2 — — : 
, TEE LL OT ENS 8 | MW DANS 4 0 N 5 
f , cob. BA 
e renn 


\ J 1 11 
1 ' 
N 
* 


* 


| ” — 
- 
11 : 

? 23 If = 


- 


oe Vit ith 
N \ ) a. x 
WI . 


* * * 


, . 4 
= 4 
= * 
1 y - , , 4 
— - * * 
- = . * 
1 AT : 2 - 6. x ＋ 
* 
V z — 1 2 » * 
0 — * o = 4, — — — 3 
— Fe. 
— —— 
- 
/ 
__ 
WP: - 4 
* 
- 

: of 

— o 0 4 x os p = 

: 4 * E 5 2 f WY E 

3 ” 1 eder“ en 08 5 Pet nn —— ret eaP rr we nn PPP 3 Sen 44444 ͤ UUA— — ( „„ „%,ͤèͤè9•( . —U te oooh hf n FFP CC an Poe ear wen 4 4 


= 1 E 


FEMALE RAK E: 


0 N. 5 \ 
Modern Fine Lady. 
A 
BALLAD COMEDY. 
Asit is Add at the 


New Turarar i in the Hey-Market. 


of DE 12 17 


ru 2 to Buſineſs, ſome to Pleaſure . 
But, ev'ry ah 7 *5y 4 at n, a Rake, 


LONDON: ® 3 
Printed for J. Doxu ER, in Black and Wbito 4 
Court 7 in the Old- Baily. M Dec, XVI. FEES 9 
[Price One yy fy 3 3 


N 


$ 
- 
SY 
, 
* 
+» 
4 
* 2 
* L 
A nl 
2 1 4 
.. 
ws 
ry 
* 
* 
8 
4 
* 
'S 
— 
, 
; - 
yu a — — A — 1 
—2— * —— — 2 


*. 71 * * 4 
% 


. Arr te Ew rr A te we te re 92 


R wat HOT enon + eee ner. - 


„ „ 
4 


CT NT ET EE. od. LEES 


_ 
* 
— 
* 
* 
„ 


; i Sa . 
* * [| yy 1 4 * : . 
_ f * , 7 
: * 7 * ro 
- ; : * ws 4 
f i 1 * 
ad. 1 7 * CY 

|; 6.47 ; E &? -. 45-4 1 

e . i 4 — : 
= 1 j => : Ex i ot 2 1 
* * 1 y - 3 FE * . 

J * 4 9 

5 1 — 

24 4 * | w ; 

* | 1 

* , 4 

= 
4 
* 
a L * 
221 — —— —ñů——— — eee —— — * 


Sg + 


1. 


sf } 
89 4 
/VJ 
* ' 7 
| BE 4 p 
* 
FY " 5 
8 
Ps v2» 
4 _— 
prone” fp 
* 
1 7 
—— - 
Gf 1 
N «2 
4 
* i 71 
5 l 
. .- 
* 2 
A ; 
of 4 
* 
1 
a ry 
— 
- 
= - 
boy 


* 
* 
— 
1 * 
* 3 
* * 
* 0 
a 
. 
„ 
* * 
— * 
9 
— 
— ow . = 
ya * 
7 
2 4 
- 
* 
* 
* 


PRO] 0 


8 a Friend. 


Wi A T dif rent Cuſtom! Ai ren _ bring 7 * 
We Stagers ſomething play, too often ſing; 


Thus, in the Roll of a few circling Tears, 

Our Figures vary, as the Mode appears: + r 
ben firſt Eliza bleſvd fair Albion's Throne, 
Our home-ſpun Dames in ſimple. Grograms ſhone 5 
Nature deſpis d th exploded Helps of Art, 

And down-right Courtſhip gain d the Fair One's Heart: 
Slaſtd Sleeves and Doublets grac d the Lover's dmg \ 
And Points and Bugles lent his Dreſs a Charm. 

Our Modern Faſhion yet more \monſtrous grows, 
Apes commente Suitors, and Baboons turn Beaus * 
Tupees and Bags expanded with a String. 
Sbew Fops, like Flocks of Wild-geeſe, on the Wi ing * 
Nor Wit nor Language now allure the Fair, 
' Unleſs the Sword hangs perpendicular: 
Yet why the Sex can warrant” Modes fo ſtrange. 


UE 


—— 


Is no great Wonder, for theyre giv n to change, , 


Like varying Winds their Hearts alternate turn, 


Freeze in one Moment, in another burn. 
Then to be plain, our Author quite forjakes *. LY 


The rigid Precept of reforming Rates 
Leaves to young Levites that praiſe-worthy C are 1 
Of ſaving Souls by Vi ils and by Prayr ;; 
His Satyr ſtrikes at a'leſs gen ral Par. 

New-fangled' Dreſs, and complicated Art: 


& 4 


1 


Such are lb Endeavours of the Comic Me, 


And ſuch good Maxims wou'd bis Pen infuſe; 
And ſhow'd his Labours have the Luck to pleaſe, 10 8 
He ownis your Favours, and his Heart's at Kae 
For *tis fome Pleaſure in ſo nice a Caſe, \ 
5 ou Hors praiſe,” to * him reſt in Peace + W nd 


T 155 W 


* 


7 3 


PRO LO G 


j i 


Thus from the + Goal contendin Steeds ſro | 
70% e Field, pet he Prize TY 
And 55 the former gains the toilſome uk ſe, 
In ſome Degree the Loſer meets Applauſe : 

Barely i attempt may ometimes' raiſe a Name, 
And, to be willing, is Jome Kind of Fame. | 


P LY * 
. 4 


LESS SSASES A438 4244 


. v.53 
E. 
% 


Spoke the Firſt N Sh. 


\Remblin bebind the Scenes our Author fits; 

Let dreads not. Critics, or the T; emple-Wits: 
Such. Cynics, and ſuch. Wou'd-be's, give no Pain, 
Their Cenſure is Applauſe, their Praiſe Diſdain. 


Such Inſignificants, ſuch harmleſs Things 


May hiſs, lis true, but they have loſt Wer Stings, h 
In Men of Senſe, not Men of Modern Taſte,  _ 


We Hope of his young Off-ſpring now is pens, 
Willing by ſuch a Fury to be try'd, | 


His Maſe by their juſt Sentence will abide. _ 
Perhaps. you'll ſay, to mate the Plot compleat, 

That every prating Fop ſhould have his Mate; 

But ye ull know ſuch Trifles Cyphers are, 

And anregerded paſs, not worth our Care, 

Whd, not content with their own native Shopes, 


. Rival each:other —— in commencing Apes. 


But hold —— Good Faith, I had forgot totell Fs | 
We give ye Songs —— io copy Farranelli; _ 


Words without. Meaning have been all the Faſbion, 
Der ſince Italians haue e d the Nation: 


In Expettation that. we. ſball regain ye, 
Wo ftrive. with Engliſn Songs to entertain 
Contemn the Vagrants, and no more befriend em, 


But {gen again to their. own. Country ſend * 4 : 
n 


09900099009 000909000006 


EPILOGUE 


242 4 


Spoke by Mik Sauer 


Eelain d J am, tho forward I have been, 
But who can call my Forwardneſs a Sin? 
T ſaww.my Error, choſe. the. Map I lov ds 
Perhaps. youth tell me, I ton baſty, ee 
Sugpaſing, Ladies, you were in my Place 
And gre what was mine, to be your _ 2, 
Which of you all wan d. not be glad ta wed, 
And take; the pleaſing Bridegroom. ta. aur 1 
Receive. him, kindly in your circling Arms, .. 
And let: him ſearch for all_your hidden bars? 
Cupid regards not either me or Pla. 
Love's Charms are often found — beneath the n 1 
The little Archer often. ſhoots us flying, - 
And by that Means prevents aur \tqdious Sigbing. 
Cenſure me not, becauſe in Haſte I married, 
For many Maidens ten hape miſcarried. x 
Having thus, ſpoken in my own Defence, HY. 
The duther's. Envoy 1 muſt nau comment; 
Gallants, from\you 1 do expect ApplauſgmPJQ. 
Clap heartily your Hands, ſupport his Cauſe, : 
To meet the beſt of ye PII not then fear, 
And leave it to your Option, when, and where. 
But if you His, by all the Powers above, 
Burning with Ree I fball a Fury prove ; 
And moſt diſdainfully will turn my Back, . 
491 give Bot one WY I a fi ale —— = Smack. 
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Lord b * 5 
Sir George Friendly, 


Clerimont, - + = 
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Dapper. 


Sir Harry Tr Fueman, 


George, 9 9 
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Libertina, 1 — N 10 I | 


Sylvia, : * 1 1 4 EY 1 
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Mr. Williams, 


* ” Mlb Adams., 


8. 


Mr. Pullen; 
Mr. Turner. 
Mr. Freeman. 
Mr. Smith. 
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7 tir. Smitbz. 
Mrs. Cbar te. a 
Mr. Lowder, - 
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Miß Jo ones. . 


Mrs. Eaton. 


Mrs. Mills. 


Mrs. Talbot. 
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Mera OvesTURE.. . 
i I ET . SCENE boy 2 
The Mert. a | 23.36 
Sir George: Fr iendly and Clerimone meeting. 
WT = l Sir George. 1 1 1 6 


A! dear Clerimont, I'm o er- joy d to 
meet you! LEmbracing] - —— Wel- 
come, my Friend, you're doubly 
welcome to your native Country. 

Auer. Sir George, E thank vou. 

8. Geor- I but juſt now left th? Exchange, where 


I 1 che agreeable News of Four Arrival, and 
Sh inſtantly 


—U — 
— — 


U— — — — —— 
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” The FEMALE RAxk R: Or, 


_ Inflaatly Et Dre you's . on N 
| Dees ee on - 5 


S. Geor. 'Your ſafe Arrival will be joyful News 
indeed to Celia, to ſee the only Man ſhe loves, 
after ſo many Affirmations of his Death. 

Cler. Poor Celia I muſt own my (elf ungrateful 
— £0 a, mold e alen her befqre! — Je ſhpuklhave 

been my moſt early Care — I hope ſhe's well, Sir 
George ? 

S. Geor. She will be ſoon, no Doubt, Mr. Cleri- 
mont — Grief has made a deep Impreſſion on 
her Mind, hilt ſhe il mond apacc, now the Phyſi- 
cian's conte. . 1 ERGTy 
dler. If tis in my Power to contribute to Celia's 
Happineſs, The may command me in any Thing. 

S. Geor. You was eyer.a Man of Hono r, Cleri- 
mont, and I dont doubt it in the leaſt ut lets 
gO and take one Glaſs at Pontac's, and Falk I will 
attend you to Cilia, whom you will find big with 
Expettation to ſee you. 

Cler. It mayn't be * to 80 to her Father's 
Houle, Sir George. 

S. Geor. Never donde! it, Gerimont; — Father 8 
dead ſince you left England,and ſhe's now Miſtreſs 
of Five Thouſand er a Year. 

Jer. Celia, Without her Wealth, Thall be efer 
Welcome t to me. e 


omen may uſe a Thouſand 4 2 ful Charms ä 
20 tempt unwary Mortals to thei . 


Bil When Love's real, and with 2 Os Heard 
Such 


4 Cen ingtimnble then i + un, 


Modern Fine Lady. 11 


ai is my Celia, who's devoid of Guile, r 
Auras: my Heart, and conquers with a Smile. 


15 44 N E II. | 
An Hartment in Libertins $ Hoſe, | "vt 


Lord Faſhion and Phillis George at a Diſtance 


L. Faſh. [Preſſing to £0 forward to Libertina's A- 


_ partment] Nay, nay, no Denial; tis as much as 
your Place is worth, Girl, to refuſe your Miſtreſs 
to me, ſplit me, — Don't you know that ſhe's al- 
ways at Home, whenever 1 have done her the Ho- 
nour to give a Viſit; tho ſhe's deny d to every bo- 
dy elſe? as George knows very well. LLooking at 
George] — What art Ton gue-ty'd, Raſcal? 

Geor. Yes, yes, Mrs. Phill, that's true enough; 
ſheꝰs always at Home when I and my Maſter comes. 

L. Faſh. Your Miſtreſs is a Woman of Taſte, 
Child, and has too true a Senſe of my Worth to 
light my Company! © 

Geor. Ay, ay, my Maſter's a very fine Gentle- 
man, that's certain. _ 

Phil. Pm ſorry, my Lord; Tm not to be be- 
liev'd, when Failure you, upon the Word of a 
Woman, ſhe's gone to pay a Viſit! _ 

E. Faſh. To whom, my pretty Fair One? | 

Phil. Mum! I thought it was counted ill Man- 
ners for fine Gentlemen to ask Queſtions! _ _ 

Geor. L Whiſpering bis Maſter aſide ] Half a 
dozen Pieces, my Lord, perhaps may preyail on 
her, as it did with ——. 

I. Faſb. Enough, Raſcal [Puts his Hand in bis 
Pocket, and takes out Money] Looky' here, Mrs. 
Phillis ; „ wilLnot this do? — What ſay you now? 
Don't refule a good Offer — Let me but know 

| B 2 where. 


I 
j 

1 

| 

; 
| 

10 
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' My Miftreſsis @ Lady, 


* 
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— 


where I may find your Miſtreſs, and are theſe at 


your Service. 

Geor. Wou'd it were in my Power, I'd do't 
for half the Money —— A whole Year” s Wages 
by Jupiter! DLAſide.] 

Phil Lard, Sir! —— You are ſo very civil. 
[Takes the Money. 


AIR 1. 1 had a pretty Laſs, Oc. 


77 ts Gold that tempts the Stateſman 
His Country to betray, 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c. 
No Secret foal be bid, Sir, | 
So long as you will pay, SY] 
With a Fal, lal, la, &c, 


"And 1 might be ſo too, 
Mod Men of Taſte come daily, 
And pay as well as you, . 


With a Fal, lat, la, &c. 


— 


8 len at the Door. ] 

Phil Bleſs me! — My Lady, by the Knock! — 
What muſt we do? —— 

L. Faſb. Oh, let her in Child, let her in — if 


The had come ſooner now I'd been fix Pieces in 


Pocket. 

Phil. Let her in, Sir! —— Lord! ſhe'll think 
ſtrange Things! I wou'd not let her in for the 
whole World —— 

L. Faſh. Then to ſave you the Trouble, and 
preſerve your Word, I'll do't myſelf. 

. ns the Door. 


Enter 


© Moder Fine Lach. 13 


Enter Libertina in Dreſs a-la-mode. 


L. Faſh. Split me, Madam, if I'm not over- 
joy'd to ſe you! — Dear Libertina [offering to em- 
brace her, but ſhe makes a faint Reſiſtance? tor the 
ſake of whoſe inchanting Company, I have juſt 
now left the Converſation of a Brace of the pret- 
tieſt Ladies in the Univerſe, except the Perſon Ive 
the Happineſs at preſent to be in Company wich | 
LBowing low. 

Lib. Vou compliment, my Lord! — But you 
fine Gentlemen take Delight in flattering our 
weak Sex. 

L. Faſh. Split me, Madam, if Flattery be my 
Talent; I bone to be down- right, eſpecially with 
the Fair Sex, by which means I gain more Con- 
queſts, than Cer a IST, Coxcomb in 
_ Chriſtendom. 

Lib. O fie! my Lord, every Body knows we 
Women love Flattery too well, as is often experi- 
enc'd to our Coſt. 

I.. Faſh. That muſt be your very i norant, un- 
poliſh'd Creatures! — ſuch that a Man of Taſte 
wou'd not think worthy of his Notice —Believe 
me, my dear Libertina, I have worm'd myſelf into 
the Fayour of more Women of Merit, than any 
Man of Quality of em all. 

Lib. You area very engaging Gentleman, truly, 
my Lord! 

15 Faſh. Olil dear Madam, you do me Honour 
indeed to ſay ſo! that is ſuch an infallible Judge 
of a Man of Merit! — Split me, Child, if I did 
not make as eaſy a Conqueſt of Miſs Languiſh, as 
ſome Men wou'd haye done with a vr s Wo- 
man, or a Chamber jade! 

- Phil. LAfde, J A Coxcomb! —— | 1 


14 The FEMALE RARE: Or, 


Lib. Oh, fie, my Lord! — I ſhow'd not have 
thought a Man of your Taſte wou'd have boaſt- 
ed of a Woman' 8 Favours. 


The Fair, by ſuch vain  Fops 4 are ve off abugd, 
Their Virtue larniſp'd, and their Fame miſusd ; 
"They boaſt of Favours, which they ne er cou'd gain, 
1 Men of wa fuch boaſting Fops diſdain. 
[Exit Libertina vaſtily. 


L. Faſh. That was down-right Ill-natur'd, ſplit 
me! — What a Paſſion — herſelf away in! 


 — Well, Phillis, this was a dear Bargain — But I 
don't value it of a Pinch of Snuff, Child — L Looks 


at bis Watch] Paſt Three, rot me ! about which 
Time I ſhould have been in the Park to have met a 


 — But the'll wait, I have engag' d her faſt enough. 
— Well, Phillis, adieu — Let your Miſtreſs know 


"i purpoſe to honour her wich my Company To- 
morrow, againft which Time I defire ſhe'll lay a- 
Tide her ill Humours, otherwiſe ſhe'll run the Ha- 


Tard of never ſeeing me again. — Your Servant, 


S LExeunt L. Faſh. and George. 
Phil. Well, were I a Woman of my Lady's Senſe 
and Fortune, ſnou'd hate ſuch Coxcombs. 


A 1 R I. 1 vain, oa Chloe, Se. 


How vain are all fuch 9 Arts, 
By which they think to conquer Hearts, 
And win the Fair One's Charms: 

But ſure that Woman muſt be blind, 
Who thinks ſuch Fops were &er deſi igwd 
To lye in Woman's Ie. 


See — ; 


"AIR 


| Modern Fine Sil 15 


A I R 11. Dake of Honour. 111 


Ih good Queen Beſs 8 golden Reign, 

© When Fops were not in Faſhion, . 
For Trade nor Wealth did we complain, 

This was a happy Nation; 

But now aur Taſte is alter'd quite, 

Mie far exceed our Neighbours, 

Fo he that acts the Ape moſt bright, 

Steals into the Ladies Favours. 


2 1 R IV. oh! # What Pleaſures will abound. 


 OfneT, 11 of , Fido Town 1. 

Who wou'd ever livea Clown? © 

O fine Cloaths, and powder*d Pates! 

110 — — the Beaux make 2 2 1 

++ 41}; TOES e 

1 And ſo w th 

! Hs elſe 6114 now go tins \ | | 
O all true Senſe, 55 
Ia Nuſance, EE 

i 0 the Folks Ah London PS. 

"rnd. Gove 236d [Bell rings, ert Phillis. 


N 


nn M 
Lbertina $ Houſes, WF. 


9 * 


1 5 Celia. . 5 r 
i. 0 Ghia ! Im almoſt ſick to Death wich che 


13 #4534 


2,4 * 


5 won 


16 The FEMALE RAK E: Or, 


perhaps, that he had never a Moment's Converſa- 
tion with in his Life 

Cel. They are a Scandal to all Mankind, and 
differ as much from the Man of Honour, as a com- 
mon Harlot does from the moſt virtuous Woman 
upon Earth. N 6 . 


* 


| Enter Sylvia. ES | 
Sl. Now I'm pleas'd indeed, Couſin Libertina, 
to have the Opportunity of finding you in ſuch 
good Company — Celia is innocent as a Dove, and 
is both capable of entertaining and inſtructing — 


She. wou'd engage any one, except Libertina — 


But her Time is ſo much taken up with Coxcombs 
all Womankind ought to ſhun, that ſhe has none 
to ſpend with thoſe that moſt merit it. 

Lib. You miſtake, Couſin Sylvia ! But Cenſure 
is become ſo common a Topick, that it would 


argue a Want of Taſte to elcape it; tho? the leaſt 


guilty are generally moſt ſuſpected, whilſt the 
Cenſorious artfully conceal their own Follies from 
the Eyes of the World. . 


As each is conſcious of his own Diſguiſe, 

He views his Neighbour with more prying Eyes ; 
Prudent conceals himſelf, but ſeeks with Care, 
What is his Neighbour*s real Character. 


Enter Sir George. 

S. Geor. Well met, Ladies! — I love to be the 
Meſſenger of good News; and I have ſuch for 
thee, my ' Celia, as would revive Cen the laſt Re- 


mains of drooping Love, reconcile thee to a Ty- 
rant Meſſenger, and make thee embrace with Ex- 


tacy the Bearer, tho' an Enemy, 
| N 1 5 ce J. 
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Cel. What means my Uncle! 

S. Geor. When two united Hearts, noble, gene- 
rous and free, like Clerimont's and yours, after a 
tedious and inhuman Separation, meet again with 
mow Harmony, the Joy muſt ſure be inexpreſ- 
ible 

Cel. Ha ! — Clerimont ! — That Name was ever 
welcome to my Ears 'till now, and chear'd with 
more than common Tranſport. —— But, alas! 
LAſide ] — clerimont! ſaid you, Sir? is he ſtill alive? 

S. Geor. Ves; and fafe return'd with Honour, 
Wealth, and boundleſs Love for Cel;a. 

8 [Aide? Oh! had this News but "INE 
reach'd my Ears! — then ſhould I have been as 
happy as | now am wrenthed — | know not what 
Courſe to ſteer ! — I own J love him ſtill, but — 
I muſt truſt to Fate; for I am plung'd in ſuch aLa- 
byrinth, that I know not how to extricate myſelf. 


With troubled Mind oppreſvd, and anxious Care, 
Protect ne, O ye Gods, from wild Deſpair. 


Lib. Then we may ſoon wiſh Celia Joy — 
Sy. A Man of Honour, ſuch as Cerimont,merits 
a Woman of Celia's high Birth and Vircue. — 
Heavens protect her! — She's ſtrangely alter'd 
ſince the heard this News! [ Celia trembles. 
S. Geor. The ſudden Joy has over-power'd her! 
She'll ſoon recover, the Air will revive her; we'll 
conduct her to wy Coach, which waits at the 
Door, and beg your Attendance, Ladies, on this 
happy Occafion, that ye will be preſent when two 
of the moſt conſtant Lovers in the Uruverſe meet 
together after a long Abſence. 
Lib. I'll ſpend: tome Hours with them, Sir 
George, but I'm engag'd to be preſent at the Maſ- 
querade To-night. 1. They "yp ber off. * 
| = S CEN E. 
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SCENE IV. 
Noiſe from wit bin. 


Enter Phillis haſtily. 
Polk Ruin'd and undone ! what will become of 
me:? 

1 Enter Tim. 1 
Tim. Hey Day! what's the Matter, Phillis ! — 
Phil. Oh, dear Tim, I'm ruin'd and undone! 

[Running about the Stage in a Fright. 
Tim. Dear Tim ! — Very good indeed! — How 

fond ſhe is of me now, and the other Day the 
worſt Word in her Mouth was too. good for 
me! —— But I always ſaid, Every Dog has his 
Day, and this is mine — Egad I'll laugh at her — 
Why Phillis, Phillis; thou behav'ſt like a mad 
Creature! — Ha! ha! ha! — May I never ſe 
Chriſtmas-day again, if ſhe does not act juſt as the 
Ladies do at your Play-houſen ! — Ha! ha! ha! 
Phil. O you provoking Man, you, to laugh at 
a Woman in my unhappy Circumſtances. 
Tim. But to be down-right ſerious, now, Phillis, 
what may occaſion all this ? 
Phil. O Tim ! — [Taking up the hind Part of ber 
Gown] This curſed Tail of mine has been my Ruin! 
Tim. Ha, ha, ha! — What Damage can thy 
Tail have done thee, Phillis ? — Efaith now, I 
thought you always got by that! — Ha! ha! ha! 
P Phil. Aggravating Creature! — Did I ſerve you 
ſo, when the Pariſh Officers were after you for 
getting the Landlady's Daguhter's Belly up at the 
Raven? Baſe Man! did not I manage Matters ſo 
nicely for you, that my Lady thought ne&er a Bit 
the worſe of you? 5 
ä Tim. Tis 
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Tim. Tis very true, Phillis ; but how can I poſ- 
ſbly ſerve you, it I don't know how Matters lie? 


— Come, come, Pbillis; who was it? Who was 
1t that has done this wicked Deed? 


Phil. Myſelf! myſelf! —— None but my own 
ſelf, indeed TI: 


Tim. Well, I have heard that Woman i is a Rid- 
dle, Phillis, and I think you are now going to make 
it out! Get herſelf with Child ! — Well, thar is 
merry enough. LAſide] — This is worſe than Far- 
ranelli ! — Egad now, Phillis, if you'd be rul'dby 
me, Þ'd have you lay it upon our Parſon 4 for </ 
that will do one good Turn, will do another. 


AIR V. Wou'd you have a young Virgin, &. 


When a Woman's been ſporting, as Phillis has Tone, 
When ber Belly grows plump, and ber Face looks wan. 


She bewails her ſad Caſe, and is ftrangely, ſtrangely | 


Tormented that &er ſhe knew Man: 

But ſoon as tis over, the cunning Fades, 

Pack up to London, and paſs for Maids, 
Demurely, | 
Securely, 
With Cunning, 
And Funning, 

They oft put ſuch Tricks on the London Blades. 


Clans: come, confeſs all, Phillis; there is no Harm 
done where a good Child is got, as the Saying 1 Is 
ha, ha, ha! 
| Phil. Wou'd that were all, I ſhou'd not fear my 
Lady's Diſpleaſure ; but as It is, I muſt not look 
for Pardon; for running haſtily along, this curſed 
Tail of mine caught hold of my Lady's Cabinet, 
overthrew i it, and at one fatal Stroke deſtroy'd 
0 2 | more 
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more China Curioſities than can be purchas'd again 
for Love or Money, _ 3 | 

Tim. Was that all! — Why, Phillis, twas not 
worth a Minute's Uneaſineſs! —— Indeed I was: 
thinking of ſomething elle, you ray'd ſo much 
about your Tail. 

Phil. Oh, dear Jim, tis not a Time for jeſting. 
— Twill end with my Ruin, the Los is ſo great, 
ſo many valuable Curioſities deſtroy'd, *tis not to 
be repair'd. 

Tim. Well, Phillis, bad as you make your Caſe, 
you may eaſily throw the Fault from your Door, 

Phil. As how, dear Tim ? 1 0 

Tim. Will you be grateful, Mrs. Phillis, if I 
ſhould help you'out of this Dilemma ? 

Phil. You ſhall command me. | 

Tim. Why then in the firſt Place, Mrs. Phillis, I 
know you are acquainted with more of my Lady's 
Secrets, than ſhe would care the World ſhou'd 
know of — I would try-her a little that Way ; 
the would put up with any Thing to have Matters 

huſh'd — You take me ? | 
Phil. Then I ſhould looſe my Reputation for 
ever, and never be truſted by a Lady again. 

Tim. That was well conſider'd, no Lady, as 
you ſay, would care to take a Servant as could not 
keep their Secrets - But let me ſee— let me ſee — 
Oh, at laſt I have hit the right Nail on the Head. 

Phil. As how, dear Mr. Timothy? 
Tim. Lay it upon Chloe, her favourite Lap-Dog, 
and the Affair is over at once —— Say that the 
curſed Cat and he were at play together, and that 
will be ſufficient to excuſe any Thing. 

Phil. Who wou'd have expected ſuch a quick 
Turn of Thought from a Man of his Appearance? 
LA ide] — Dear Tin, you have hit on the only 

| „„ = SWAR 
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Thing in the World to get myſelf out of the Miſ- 
chief, and in Return for this great piece of Ser- 
Uce, you ſhall never hereafter know the Want of 
the Keys of the Cellar. 

Tim. Then this will be a happy Day indeed to 
me; and, dear Mrs. Phillis, if you BO, Ill juſt 
now go and take Poſſeſſion. 


PI drink the beſt the Cellar will afford, 
For which, no Doubt, you all will take my Word. 
[ Bowing to the Audience. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 
St. James's Park. 


Lord Faſhion and Townly. 

L. Faſh. Oh! dear Tom Townly, ſuch Variety of 
Adventures! Such pleaſing Scenes! I've been al- 
moſt diſtracted *rill I &0u'd find you, that you 
might know how agreeably I have ſpent my Time 
fince I ſaw you laſt. _ 

Town. Thou art a happy Creature! — * 
new Conqueſt now? 

L. Faſh. Oh, dear Towily, Curſe light o on me if 
I can tell thee; for in ſhort, my Conqueſts are al- 
moſt univerſal—Bur the greateſt Prize I can boaſt 
of isl have conquer'd Libertina /—Ha! ha! ha! 

Town. Then you have ſhot a ſhy one indeed, my 
Lord; and need nc'er fear the Reſiſtance of Wo- 
man again! — Well! ſee the Difference of Men! 
that have ſpent the greateſt Part of my Fortune 
after Women, ne'er cou'd boaſt of half the Fa- 


vours, as you that have follow'd them with Indif- 
ferences 5: 


L. Faſh. 
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L. Faſh. Tis by that I conquer, Townly ; for 
had you been preſent to have ſeen how ill-natur'd 
Libertina parted from me you'd have curs'd your- 
{elf for ever being acquainted with her. 

Town. 1 thought you were boaſting of her Fa- 
yours, my Lord! 

L. Faſh. Favours, Townly ! — Yes, I know the 


Flirt loves me ro Diſtrackion; ; but whether ſhe 


does, or does not, the Odds is but trifling ; for l 


value no Woman's Love above a Pinch of Snuff, 


Split me. 

Town. But I ſhou'd be glad to be inform'd, my 
Lord, how you know ſhe loves you! —— Tis 2 
difficult Tack to underſtand a Woman rightly. 

L. Faſh. Nothing eaſier, Townly; I know ſhe 
loves me, becauſe the dares not truſt herſelf with 
me. 

Town. How ſo, my Lord? 

L. Faſh. Becauſe ſhe burns already, and a little 
more of my Company Wou'd put her all in a 
Flame. 


AIR VI. Charmsof Floramell, > Ofc. 
. paſt the Fair One's Art, 


To uſe our Sex ſevere, 
Or bide a Flame ſincere ; 
For ſhowd they put on ſuch a Part, 
We know it comes not from the Heart, 


IT. 
Tho they will oft ſeem coy, 
0 give us greater Pain, 
And Tyrant like to reign ; | 
Did Men but ſcorn their Arts and Charms, - 
7. 0 fly at once into our Arms. 7 
0 
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To them Beau Dapper. 


Town. Dear Dapper, I am your moſt obſequious, 
humble Servant —— My Lord Faſhion and I haye 
been waiting for you a tedious Time! 

Dapper. Im ſorry for't, I proteſt Gentlemen 
I ask ten Thouſand Pardons — But I have been in 
ſuch engaging Company, rot me if I cou'd deſert 

em. | 

L. Faſh. You have been trying your Fortune, 
1 Squire Dapper, with the Dice and the 
Lade | 


Dap. Aye, and what I have loſt one Way, I 
have got another, my Lord; I have thrown away 
an odd Acre or two, tis true, but I'm uni- 
verſally applauded by the Ladies for a Man of a 
great deal of good Nature, and fine Parts — My 
Lord, and Mr. Townly ! — D'ye ſee that delicate 
Piece of Temptation there —— The little one I 
mean! Eu ſon Diſabille. 3 Ew 

| [Ladies ſeen as they paſs at a diſtance] 
How like a Prude ſhe can look this Evening, tho' 
I had an Affair with her no longer ago than this 
very Morning — Well! Pm glad ſhe happen'd not 


to fix an Eye on me, leſt the ſhou'd have been 


tond of me before Company — But, my Lord, 
and Mr. Townly, I muſt take my Leave —— Tis 
Maſquerade Night, and I wou'd not be abſent for 
the Univerſe.  . 

I. Faſh. We'll both attend you Squire, but tis 
too ſoon yer. Fo 22 
Dua. Twill not be ſo proper, Gentlemen, for 
me to take Company To- night, becauſe I have an 
Aſſignation with Libertiza, and I love to keep my 
Intrigues as, ſecret as poſſible, N 


Town. 
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Town. Ha, ha, ha! —He's your Rival I find, 
my Lord! [ Io Lord Faſhion. 

L. Faſh. Split me if ſthe does not make a meer 
Jeſt of him, Townly!—He's a conceited Coxcomb, 
and perhaps ſhe may take a Pleaſure in laughing at 
him, which he vainly interprets as a Mark of Fa- 
vour [ Aide]. Did you ever receive any Favour, 
Sir, from Libertina [To Dapper? that you dare 
thus publickly blaſt her Reputation? — I ſhou'd 
have demanded Satisfaction, Sir, had any other 
Perſon but yourſelf have ſaid half ſo much, Split 
me! 

Dap. You are warm, my Lord! —— 1 believe 
Mr. Townly knows, I have been as free with the 
Lady's Perſon as your Lordſhip, tho' not half fo 
much with her Character. | 

Town. Prithee, Gentlemen, no Words between 
Friends! | 

L. Faſh. | Putting his Hand on his Sword] I am a 
Man ot Honour, and will reſent this Affront! 
— He that will not fight for a fine Lady, ought 
to be pink'd for a Coward — But PII prevent your 
Affair with Libertina. 

| [Exit in a Paſſion, and drops his Glove. 

Town. I with 'Squire this Affair does not end 
unhappily, for my Lord made his Exit in a great 
Paſſion, and withal has left a Challenge! —— I'd 
have you ſpend the Evening with me, which in 
all 3 prevent the ill Conſequence of 
TIME: | 

Dap. Ha! ha! ha! *Tis a ſign, Townly, your 
Taſte is very old-faſhion'd to be afraid of that ! — 
We fine Gentlemen may talk, tis true, but we very 
rarely come to Action, 


AIR 
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AIR VII. Under the Green Wood Tree. 
Dap. In vulgar Beſs's ancient Days, 
N When bloody Swords were drawn, © 
Men got their Deaths by various Frays, © 
But now ſuch Tricks wwe ſcorn. _ , ' 
The Sword for Ornaments put on, 
Without *twou'd be forlorn; 
T0 tÞ Side "tis plac d, 
1.5 x Men © Tae: - 
Mo hate it ſhou'd be drawn: 


B 
Town. Brave Britons once won d bluſh to bear 
Such Tales of gallant Men, 
Mp ve oft made France and Spain to fear, 
 Th# now they turn again. ; 
Oh! were I once to rule the Roaſt, 
With fome few gallant Lords, 
Wed att ſo wiſe, Wt L 
| To lay an Exciſe - 471 
On him that padloch d Swords. 


if 


| Dap. I never knew before, that you were ſo 
bloody minded as to encourage Fighting, Townhy— 
For my Part, I muſt own I abhor rm. 
Town. Among Friends, Squire, it ſhou'd by all 
means be avoided; but I thihk a Sword ill be- 
comes a Man that wou'd not draw it in Defence 
of his Country. e F159 SECIS 23 
Dap. I love my Country very well, Mr. Town- 
y; but I was never cut out for a Hero —— I 
take as much Pleaſure in conquering a fine Lady, 
as your bullying Captains do in ſtorming Tous 
| D . 


f the to ah « 


| Ps 
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for their Plunder — Who the Devil, in his Senſes, 
would run the- Hezard of a Ball, or a Thruſt, 
which make no Diſtinction, but may as well take 
off a fine Gentleman, before he has ſpent half his 


Eſtate, as a poor Raſcal, that has not Two-pence 
in his Pocket. 


AIR VIII. What tho'I am a Country Laſs 


Some Years ago I learn'd to fence, 
Becauſe it was the Faſhion, 
But now Pe learnt, I bave more Senſe, 
Than to draw in a Paſſion. 
We Men & Taſte, avoid theſe Ills, 
Such Actions don't become us, 
Wed ſooner pay our Tradeſmens Bills, 
Whenever they do dun „ 

Town. If every one were of your O pinion, 
Squire, what wou'd become of us? 

Dap. Oh, there are poor. Devils enough in 
the World that have nothing to depend upon, and 
are glad to fight for Subſiſtance — Split me, if we 
have not ſtay'd *till the ſpightful Rain has over- 
taken us, and Ill venture my whole Eſtate there's 
not a Chair to be had in the Park. [Puts his Hand- 
kerchief over his Wig] lt comes upon us faſter ! 

Town. You don't care to engage with neither 
Eire nor Water, I find, Squire! 

Dap. Oh! Townly, this cruel Rain is ſuch a 
mortal Enemy to our Wigs, I hate it! — Prithee 
1 s mend our Pace. I Excunt. 


SCENE 
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An * in Sir George 5 8 


S8. Geor. I muſt needs on Cxlia s Behaviour was 
ſomething odd, Mr. Cierimont { — But I impute it 
to the great Surprize of meeting with ſuch an un- 

expected Gueſt - | 

Cler. I hope no ill Conſequences will enſue from 

what has happen d, Sir George, and that we ſhall 

find her better To-mortow. 

S. Geor. 1 hope ſo too, Mr. Clerimont, for both 
your Sakes — I wiſh my Niece.no better Fortune, 
than to be match'd with a Man of your Merit. 

cler. You'do me Honour, Sir George. LBowing. 

S. Geor. Tis not Compliment, I aſſure you, Sir. 
l value Clia for her Virtue, and kyow no Per- 
ſon more deſerving of it than yourſelf — A Wo- 

man will never have Cauſe to repent the altering 
her Condition. who meets with a e an _ 


Man who JOU PIs rot os 
| +. Enter a Servant. dT. 
"a [To Sir George] Sir, Supper s On * Ta- | 
ble. - [Exit Ser. 1 


S. Geor. Mr. Clerimont, Supper” 8 ; ſery' d, and the 
Company ſtay for us — To- night III engage you. | 


| To-morrow's Sun may the Fair's Ill remove, - 3 
When the ſoft Moments will Mw in Love. 


End 7 the Firſt A. 
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| 5 0 E N E * | 
4. eren in ; Libertins ul. 7 
"RK and Phillis 108: 1 


* T yawning. 429 | 
Tv, ho! — Hey, ho! — well, Phillis, i in 
: ſhort, © theſe ill Abu will intirely ſpoil my 
Gonftiturion — Wou'd I'd taken up with a Coun- 
try Gentlemarys Service, and never had ſen this 
London Town, then'Fd been happy. FEAT 
: Phil" One wou'd- think, Tim, that my Company 
wou'd keep you from — But 1 won't {peak nei 
ther, leaſt you ſhou d think me impertinent —— 
Tho! I aſſure you, I have kept as clever a Man a- 
wake as you before now muſt ſhew all the good 
Humours I am Miſtreſs of to this ſimple Fellow, 
purely for his Company, I'm ſo raid of Spirits. 
Lade] — Well, if ever I'm a Lady's Woman a- 
gain, after I leave my Miſtreſs, may I die a Maid; 
we utidergo ſuch grear Hardſhips in late Wateh- | 
ings; and keeping Secrets. 
Tim. Tis very true, Mrs. Pbilis — ew. ho! 
L Yawning ] But we ſhall have her home preſently ; 
*twill ſoon be Four or Five o'Clock — Hey, 
ho!— A Curſe on this Town, | ſay, it has quite 
'turn'd me topſy-turvy, I think; for when *tis 
+ Jumeto riſe inmy COIs: re going to _ 18 


* 
/ 
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AIR I. Oh, London'is a fine Town, Gt. 


00 [ . Maſquerades arg odious Thin 5 
17 Where Ladies do reſort, 58 3 
Aud I wo d bave em ſoon put down, ty. 
| Had 1 a. Place at Court. Nl 


Ob: ie upon our Quality! 
' They now are grown ſuch Sinners. | 
That all their Wealth is thrown away 
TA On- — ſad Italian rein ee 
| r "Maſquerades, Ke. 2 


{ 
1; 4 i 


14 * * 


Phil. Kay; indeed, Tim, 1 muſt needs own, 
that t would be much for our Adyantage, if ſuch 
Things were intirely put down, for we live as cafy 
again m the Summer Time when my Miſtreſs is in 
the Country We have but little Trouble then 

indeed — Put! hang it, when we are there, tis a 
long Way to Church. n 

Tim. True, Mrs. Phillis — But, for my Part, 1 
cou'd put up with that very well; for to ah beſt 
of my Remembrance, we have not had the Trou- 
ble of attending my Lady thither but once fince 
my old Maſter 0 0, which is now almoſt two 
Years ſince. 

Phil. Toy ns true, we have not 7 there 


ae Months Aer my 20840 old Maſter's Death, 
my Lady never enter'd = Church Doors ; but as 
ſoon as the Year was up, I grant you ſhe dreſs d 
herſelf in rich Brocade and Satin, and gave us all 
the Trouble of going almoſt two Miles to "Ton A 
ong 


* 
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long Sermon, purely to ſhew herſelf, and our fine 
Liveries — By the ſame Token you may remem- 
ber, that ſhe attratted the Eyes of the whole Con- 
gregation; and likewiſe, in our Return Home, our 
tlorſes were ſo frighted by the hideous Braying 
of a Jack-Afs, that they ran away with the 
Coach, which, I believe, ſo territy d my Lady, 
that ihe has made an Oath never to venture to 
„„ inet aids Vet. 

Phil. Truly ſhe. goes no where now, as I know 
of, but among a Crew of Coxcombs, and to hear 
Farranelli ſing — Indeed, Tim, I believe, between 
you and I, we ſhall neither of us have the Trou- 
ble of going down to my old Maſter's Seat again; 
for heard it whiſper d, that my Lady was reſolv'd 
to part with it, and live in Town altogether. 


AIR I. Farewel, ye Hills and Vallies. 


Hier Taſte is ſtrangely tainted, 
| Beauty muſt be diſplay'd, _ 
HSHlcon as ſhe's up ſhe's painted, 

Den away to Maſquerade. 

OO a rural Life ſhe's tir'd, 
Mpich ſweet Contentment brings, 
But raviſh/d and inſpir d, | 

Men Farranelli ſings. 


Im. That was a very pretty Song indeed, Mrs. 
Phillis — But as for Farranelli's Singing, I can 
compare it to nothing better, than to Chloe's Howl» 
ing when my Lady's not within to play with her. 
[Soft Muſick beard from under the Window. 

' Phil. Hey day! We're to be ſerenaded I find, 
. Mulch continues, and they both liſten] — Well, Tim, 

I muſt now thank you for your Company, _ 

. . e eg 


e 
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beg vu A ;\ for 1 find by 85 A 

without, that the Maſquerade: i is 1 81 p. and 
we ſhall have my Lady home preſentl7. 

Tim. Juſt as | begin to be awake, now muſt 1 
go to ſleep! — But tis the Faſhion of this Town, 
and we Servants muſt comply with it. 

Phil. I with thee a good Morning s Repoſe, Im. 
Tim. Nay, nay, Phillis," I ſhar't leave ſuch good 
Company as your's neither, till the very laſt Mo- 
ment — Tis Time enougli for me to 8 when the 
Chair comes to the Door. 


A I R III. fed awd 83 


r agg Snag) Þ' en 
Dear Phillis, lovely Fair, © 
Thy Face, thy Shape aud Air, 2 1800 ci. 
y very Soul-enſuare — fincerel ly #:002chis 
Each Glance. ſends forth aDart,.... i : on, 03 
Which wounds me to the Hearty, err = 
it "feel tbe tingling Smart — ſeverely. '} 1? 


* © #6 «> 8 > ps by" 21% 


7 bit Well Ty e Ive _ the poor Wretch: | 


ſo ) We, oy he; 8 e fond of me, find — 
gh FTC IFRONTION ' Alt. 

7 | [' Ch 1 Pil l 
4 I R 1 V. Seer you love me, come ee. 


| WY T-19 ©: 
Tim, if you love ne, leave me now, ies 
Leave me now, gerd me. 1 80 hat 
Tim, Se. 70 4 ann 


Abl do not tay — you ver me . 


: 455 Lady! 5 Temper — it is fuch rr , 1 „ f 
She i ſay We ve been ne ein 
Don d uou what, : % know what, 12 1 4 16 / 1 18 


A4 that: you've ftale into — my Fauaur -:. 


2328 beard from wifbout, louder than before, | 


. with Singing. Phil, 
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Chair, and in the © 
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Phil. Hey day! more Muſick! — Let us go into 


the Hall, Tim, "hots we ſhall hear them plainer.. 
T0 m. Wi all wy _ Mrs. Longs \ mag 


8 0 E N E 1 
sylvia Houſ 3 


at the Door] Heavens! What 
nocking, ſo unuſual at my Door 


: 81 [4 Knocks 
means this haſty 
at this late Hour ! 


— 


Enter Libertina "—_ 


Lib. Dear Sylvia, protect me from. the inlet of 
audacious Ruffians | — Oh, I'm frighted almoſt 
to Death! — To be thus inſulted in my own 
Street, is intolerable 

Sl. What Ruffians, Couſin ? — Who durſt af- 
front my Libertina thus? — Or what important 
Buſineſs cou'd engage you 1n the Street at Dead of 
Night? 

Lib. Oh, Sylvia ! coming from the dear deli ght- 
ful Maſt uerade, I was no ſooner ſeated in my 

Chair, than a whole Troop of gaudy. "Villkins, 
o'er-charg'd with Wine and Inſolence, ſurrounded 
me; and pretending a former Knowledge of my 
Perſon, wou'd have ford me from my — 


who, with much Difficulty, convey d. me he 


Hl. Ah, Libertina! that gay Diſpoſition of 
your's will ſubjett you to a Multitude of Inconve- 
niences! — To be — from a Maſquerade, 
and worried by Bullies, will not only-prove — 4 
greeable to the Ears of your 3 
liruttive to your Reputation T 
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Part, I car't conceive what real Pleaſure you reap 

from your repeated Viſits to Balls, Operas, and 

Maſquerades! —— What Account can be given 

Hercafter for all this loſt Time, which might be 

more profitably employ'd in improving a defective / 
Knowledge? BR ã ĩðVſ ET 
Lib. Heavens! —— an Orator in Petticoats! 

— What a Copy of Solomon is here! — So then; 

it ſeems, you begin to deſpiſe thoſe Pleaſures you 

can no longer purſue, and finding all your Charms 

too weak to attract Admiters from Maſquerades, 

Balls, and Operas, you go to Church, 1 preſume, 

to — improve a defective Knowledge, ha! ha! ha! 

— But, prithee; Sylvia, what native Charm didſt - 

e'er neglect? Wat Artifice leave untry d? Or what 

Deſires did you not indulge, whilſt any Hopes 

ſurviv'd of gaining Admirers? oh ; 

gl. I ne er frequented Maſquerades, Libertina. 
Lib. Perhaps not, Sylvia ;, you had no Taſte for 

thoſe ſublimer Pleaſures! it is common for us all 
to abſtain from what we have no Taſte for. 

© Syl. Then want of Taſte ſecures many a Woman 

from Miſery ; and, I dare ſay, many a Man from 
Cuckoldom; for you gay Ladies can't be unkind 

to your Gallants ſure, amidſt theſe boafted Scenes 

of Bliſs. | 4 

Lib. Believe me, Sylvia, you, pious Dames that 

grunt away the Eve at Home, and groan beneath _ 

the Burden of the Day, will do'r as ſoon —— 1 

know you Saints love long Frayers, and fhort 


Courtſhip. FFF 
— Why thoũ art inſenſible 


* 
* 
- 


5. O fie, Libertina!— | 
to every Thing but the Follies of Life; and ſeem'ſt 
regardleſs of Futurity, which is the moſt material 
Point ; for, alas! what is Life ? A meer tranſient 
Breath — A few painful Days, and all is over — 
* E Ah, 
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Ah, Couſin! when Time once ſpreads his hoary 
Pinions o'er your Head, and a few Wrinkles ſhall 
ſucceed that Bloom, your Reaſon will be a faithful 
Guide to point you out that Calmneſs and Sere- 
nity of Mind which muſt for ever fix your Repoſe. 

Lib. By Heavens, were I in any Houſe but 
yours, I wou'd not bear this ſcurvy Lecture! — I 
came here to ſeek a peaceful Refuge, but I find a 
new Tormentor ! — What ! becauſe Life is ſhorr, 
muſt we therefore make it a conſtant Round of Mi- 
ſery ! — No, Sylvia Pl make the moſt of ev'ry 
Hour; for ev'ry Moment, not beſtow'd on Plea- 


ſure, is for ever loſt — So, Couſin, your humble 


Servant; I ſee it's Time that you retire to your 
Books, whilſt 1 purſue the gay Delights of Balls, 
Plays, Opera's, and Maſquerades. 


As flow ry Meads their various Sweets produce, 
Each yielding Pleaſure, yet each made for Uſe ; 
So feet Variety in theſe profuſe we find, 
To ſooth the Paſſions, yet inſtru the Mind: 
And *ſpight of all dull Morals of the Schools, 
Their rigid Tenels, and more rigid Rules, 
In the gay Round of Foys Dll ſpend my Days, 
FWhiiſt Love my Care, and Pleaſure is my Chaſe, 
| [ Exit Libertina. 


yl. I pity, from my Soul, this hapleſs Maid, 


Whoſe chief Delight is in a Maſquerade ; 
The Bane of Pleaſure, Source of future Wee, 
To true Delight and Happineſs a Foe + 
pile ſhe purſues imaginary Foy, 
My Time, in uſeful Studies, PII employ. 
„ 85 [Exit Sylvia, 
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SCENE III. 
The Greet. 


Enter a Lial- Boy. 
Link-Boy. Cnje-—Conr —Oney—— Cr, [Exit 


Enter Lord Faſhion and Beau Dapper. 
Dab. Split me, my Lord, if 'tis not a e 1 
— dince the vulgar Citizens have frequented the 

Maſquerade ſo much, there is not a Chair to be 
had for us fine Gentlemen. 


L. Faſh. We muſt e' en take up with a Hack, 1 
fear, Squire. 

Dap. Intolerable ! — Thar Men of our Quality 
ſhou'd be jolted home in a Conveniency, that is 
at ev'ry Scoundrel's'Service for a Shilling! ! 


Enter George. 3 

Geor. No Luck, my Lord! No Luck! 1 I 950 
been to ev ry Place I I think of, and there 8 not 
a Chair to be had. 

Dap. Tis Pity, my Lord, ou did not come in 
your on Coach, that wou d have been a thouſand 
Times better than a Hack! 

Geor. Then I muſt have drawn it —— For I'm 
ſure my Lord s Horſes Heads are ſo ſwelPd, that 
they can't be got out of the Stable. [ Hide. | 


L. Faſh. Couꝰ'd you not light, on Griffis, he's uſu- 
ally this Way in the Night! 


Geor. Yes, my Lond? to tell you the Truth, I 
did find him But he humm'd and haw'd Rrange- 
ly, when He ſaw who I was—as much as to ſay — 
That is, he had rather carry ſome other Perſon, 
and directly took up a 22 Fare — I'm ſure a Man 


need 
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need ne er deſire to take a lighter Perſon into his 
Chair, than your Lordſhip —— 

L. Faſh. We mult walk, 6 ſpht me] — But Vl be 
eren with the Raſcals — Since the Citizens muſt 
be ſedan'd about, we'll have double the Number 


of Chairs againſt next Seaſon | 


Dap. Ay, and make them pay more for their 
Figures beſides — Better ſuch Fellows ſtarve, than 


we walk. | [Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 
Libectina's Chamber. 


I betting ſolus. 

Lib. How wretched is my Caſe! — I'm born to 
love, where Honour bids me not! — O Clerimopt 
is all Perfection! — He's every Charm that e'er 
adorn'd his Sex! — How deſpicable do all thoſe + 
Fops and Coxcombs * when compar'd to 
that God-like Man! rom the firſt Time I fix d 
my Eyes upon him, he has ever been the Object of 
my Thoughts — But muſt ſtr uggle with my ſelf, 
to drive him from we ; for ſhou'd he ever encou- 
rage my diſhonourable Love, what wou'd become 


of Celia? 


Morpheus, thou God of Sleep, my Eye-lid; bind, 


And eaſe the Anguiſh of my troubled Mind; 
In foft and gentle Slumbers let me dream, 


Forge the Man 1 love, and ſave my Fame. 
[ Exit. 
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ek SCENE V. 


Libertina's Houſe. 
Phillis (in an Undreſs) and James. 


Jam. Is your Lady ſtirring yet, Mrs. Phillis? . 
Phi Stirring ! — No, nor won't be this ſix or 
ſeven Hours ;ſhe's hardly got to ſleep yet] cou'd 
not imagine who this Meſſenger was, that muſt 
either ſee my Miſtreſs, or ſheak with me — Pray, 
James, what's your Buſinef ? 

Jam. Only to bring this Letter, which my Miſ- 
treſs arder'd me to truſt no one with but your 
Lady or yourſell. [Gives the Letter to Phillis. 

Phil. Very well; I'll take care ont. 

Jam. Mrs. Phillis, your Servant. [ Going, but 
turns back again] I had like to have forgot the 
moſt material Part of my Errand! — _ . 

Phil. Pray what is that? 

Jam. 1 muſt beg you not to fail delivering the 
Letter to your Lady directly. [Exit James. 

Phil. This Letter muſt contain ſomething of 
Importance! — What can it be? — Well Jam al- 
ways fo curious in thele Particulars, that I have 
ſcarce ever Patience to let my Miſtreſs know the 
Contents of her own Letters, before her humble 
Servant has perus'd them —— Tis carefully en- 
_ clos'd ! [Opening the Letter] very artificially put up 
indeed! but its fallen into as good a Hand to enclole 
it again without Diſcovery, as e er a curious Gen- 

tleman belonging to the Poſt . Office. [ Reads to her- 
{elf} — I'm ſurpriz d! ſurely. my Eyes deceive 
me! —— Well, Tl put it into its original Form, 
and inſtantly convey it to my Lady, who, tis my 

5 | Opinion, 


Pad 
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Opinion, will not think much of being deſturb'd 
on this Occaſion. : Exit Phillis, 


SCENE VI. 


Sir George and Clerimont. 
Cler. Suppole, Sir George, Celia was to retire in- 
to the Country; dont her Phyſicians adyiſe her 


| 0 to it? 
| S. Geor. Among other Things, they have re- 
commended that as one — but they all ſeem to' be 
Strangers to her Diſorder, and indeed, very doubt- 
| ful of her Recovery —— I would fain have per- 
1 Tuaded her to embrace the Benefit of the Air, but 

| 3 the defires to continue in Town, and to be diſ- 

| turb'd by Company as little as poffible 
dier. I ſhou'd think Company wou'd be of great 
Service to a Lady in her melancholy Condition. 

S. Geor. Your Company, no doubt, Mr. Cleri- 
| mont, will do her more good than all her Phyfi- 
| cians. | 


Enter Sylvia. Tt 
Syl. Sir George, good Morning — how reſted 
Celia laſt Night? | | 
Sir Geor. Madam, I doubt but very indifferent- 
a Syl. What ſay the Phyficians? 
Sir Geor. In ſhort, Madam, I believe they don't 
know what to ſay — © 
gl. Tis a ſtrange Caſe indeed! 


. Enter Servant. 8 
Ser. Sir, Dr. Bolus, attended by Dr. Pill and Prop 
are this Minute gone up Stairs to my Lady. 

. 5 8 [Exit Servant. 
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91. Sir George, I conjure: you don't let Dr. Pill 
and Drop have any thing to do with Celia! — He has 
kill'd more already, than a Plague wou'd have done 
in a Twelve- Month. 
Sir Geor. Lou may be aſſur d, Madam, nothing | 
ſhall be done that ONT prejudice her — If you 
leaſe we'll go up Stairs, and hear what he ſays to 
er, however. 
91 By all means, Sir IDE — Mr. Clerimont, 
| ſhan' t we have your Company? 
 Cler. I'm this Minute come from her- Madam, 
and going to take an Airing 1 in the Park. _ 
S. Geor. You remember I've engag'd you at Din- 
ner, Mr. Clerimont, and beg you'll order the 
Coachman to ſtop at Libertina's in your Return 
home, who has promis'd to {pend the Afternoon 
with Celia — Perhaps Company may divert her, 
tho? ſhe's not deſirous of it. 


ier. Sir — LBowing. 1 155 11 Py CExcunt. 
80 N E VII. 555 


| St. James” 5 park. 
 Lompany at a Diſtance. ] 


Townly and Lord Faſhion meeting. 


Jon. My Lord, good Morning — I'm ſurpriz'd 
to find your Lordſhip abroad ſo early. _ ; 
I. Faſh. Earneſt Buſineſs, 'Townly, I aſſure you 

is nothing leſs than the Intereſt of Farranelli, 
that cou'd get me out in the fore Part of the 
Day — I've beer ſtirring to ſerve him among the 
Beau Monde — Oh! he's a delightful Creature; 
- anddeſerves Encouragement — Prithee, Townly, let 

me intreat you to ſtir in his Intereſt. 


Jon. 
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Town. I think, my Lord, I've ſerv'd him ſuffici- 
ently already, by preventing the Duel laſt Night; 


for had your Lordſhip been either kill'd or wound- 
ed, he wou'd have loſt a VOTE great Benefactor. 


L. Faſh. Duel, Townly ! — Split me, if I had 
not forgot it "I think 1 left the little Scoundrel 


with yon — Pray what did he fay for himſelf? 


Did not he own that he ought to be cudgelFd ? — 
As for my Part, I think ket is not worthy of my 
Sword's Point; but the firſt Time I meet with 
him, Pll break his Head — Take away a Lady's 8 


Reputation, a Scoundrel ! 


'To them Clerimont. of 

= own. Mr. Clerimont ! Your humble Servant: 
you re welcome to England again. 
Cler. Dear. Townly, I thank you. | 
Town. | little thought of meeting ſo great a 


Stranger as you are, indeed, Sir —— When did 


you arrive? 
Cler. Yeſterday. a 
I. Faſh. Has the Gentleman been abroad, Towsly ? 
Town. Yes, my Lord, above three Years. 
L. Faſh. 1 hou'd have long d to come home be- 
fore that Time, ſplit me! — Pray, Sir, what Sort 
of Women have they abroad ? [To Clerimont. 
Cler. There are divers Kinds, Sir; very hand- 
ſome, and very ugly; very PRs, and very 185 


norant. 


L. Faſh. 1 ſhou'd like to travel into Foreign parts 
myſelf, but that there 1 is no en on Wind 
and Water. 

Jom. LAſide] So! — Here comes Beau Dapper. 8 
— Now we ſhall ſee how theſe fine Gentlemen 
will greet one another. 


To 


» 


Mater Die l. be 
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= 5 then Beau Dapper; 9 | 

Da . well met; my da your's | 
— Your's, Sir — — Pray is not your Name — 
2 Clerimom i] Split me, tis out of my Memory! 
— But I'm ſatisfy d I've been in your Company —. 
When did you hear from your Farher, Sir? And 
how does that intolerable Coquet, Miſs Ady? 

. Cler. Lide] What Coxcombs am I in Com- 
pany with ! — My Father's been dead thieſe eight 
Years, Sir; and as for Miſs Moy, L never . was 
acquainted with any ſuch Lady! 

Dap. Very good, ſplit me! —— The Gentle- 
reer Tu Pra he doesn't 
know her! ? 

Town. How firangely any" Lord and che” Squire 5 
have made Matters u, Aſide. 

L. Faſh: Amt you for another Torn in the Mall; 

uire 4 
p< With alt my Heart, my Lord [Town. | 
and Cler. talking] Gentlemen, what f you — 

Here's abundance of fine Companß 7). 
In own. » Well Hollow, Squire. 12 Cena, ä 


2 
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SCENE vit. | 
4 Room + in Libertina's Hoſe. 


Tim and Phillis. 
Tim. Well, Phillis, how came you off 7 Dia 
you tell the Lye with a good Face? 
Phil. Wou'd it were over; for my Heart goes 
Pit-a-pat ! 
Tim. Don't my Lady know then what broken 
Wage the s got in the Houle © ? 


F | Phil, 
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Phil. No; Idurſt not tell too ſoon, for ſhe's al- 
ways very ill-humour'd till after Breakfaſt — ſhe 
has been dreſs'd near an Hour, 1 wonder. ſhe's not 

come down Stairs yet. 


Tim. Oh! ſhe's at Prayers, 1 ſuppoſe, poor 


Phil. What ſhou'd ſhe pray for 5 - Has ſhe not 
as plentiful an Eſtate as Woman can defire ? 

Tim. Women want other Things beſides Eſtates, 
Phillis = Perhaps ſhe may be at Prayers for a Huſ- 
band, ha, ha, ha! 

Phil. Husband! Women of Quality may have 
enough of them without giving themſelves that 
Trouble - — If ſhe's at Prayers for any Thing, tis, 
that there may be either Maſquerades, or Halian 
Opera's every Night in the Week. 

Tim. J wonder ſhe's up ſo early, conſidering. 
what Time ſhe came home this Morning 

Phil. She goes to Sir George's to Dinner To-day, 
that rais'd her ſo ſoon —— I expect Mr. Cerimont 
to call for her every Minute. 

Tim. Mr. Clerimont ! — In the Name of Won- 
der, who may he be 

Phil. One that 1 know better by and by, 
Tim. 

Tim. Odds me, is our Lady going to marry ? 
Well, for my Part, m glad on't, ſhe'll be more 
ſettled then, and we E hal have none of this Flaunt- 
ing about, and late Hours. 

Phil. At leaft *till Honey-Moon is over ; but 
when that's paſt, Women of Quality will have 
cheir Humours in ſpite of their Husbands. | 


AIR 
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8 Our Ladies of Taſte, 
Think they are diſgrat' d, . 
If they ſuffer my Lord to direct em; 
Hell bis Pleaſure purſue, 
And why mayn't ſhe tos? 
For wwho is it dares to ſuſpeft *em ? 


Tim. So! —1 muſt begone ) for here comes my 
Lys {08 | a Tim. 


Enter Libertina, in a Feb 
Lib, What Monſter of mine has done all this | 
_ Miſchief ? — The greareſt Part of my fine China 

1s utterly deſtroy d! Let every one of my Ser- 
vants be ſummon'd together this Minute, that 4 
may be reveng'd on the Offendeerr 

Phil. There! is no Occaſion for that, Madam; 31 
_ how — but I had rather take it upon myſelf 
nan 

Lib. Yourſelf, Baggage ! — Cpinches ber, and ſhe 
cries out] Let it be who it will, III turn em away, 
and give em a bad Charatter —— - 

Phil. Indeed, Madam, its not myſelf that's the 
Author of this Tragedy ! but, were you to uſe 
me ever ſo ill, I wou'd not reveal the Party, with- 

out your Promiſe of Pardon. 

„Lib. The Wretch deſerves no Mercy! 1— put, 1 


9 require to know the Perſon,and the Circumſtances; 


if it was not owing to downright Careleſſneſs, | 
- ſhall be more favourable. 


Phil. Sweet little Creatures! — They thought 
no Harm — Poor Tit and Chloe were at play toge- 
ther ſo prettily ? ! — Pray, my Lady, forgive em? 

F 2 The 
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— The poor Creatures were ſo frighted after 


had done the Miſchief, that they con'd hardly get 
down a Bit of Supper laſt Night — I did threaten 


em indeed, tho? Lioy'd 'em too well to ſtrike em 


— But the dear Creatures look'd ſo dejected and 
pitiful, as much as to ſay, (becauſe your Ladyſhip | 
Was abroad ) there was no one to take their 
Parts. 


Lib. Poor dumb Things! — You” re fare you did 


not ſtrike them — Tho they have done a trifling 


Damage; they did it innocently, and I willngly 
forgive them — *Tis not worth mentioning. 


Phil. Strike em, Madam! —— No, indeed, I 


 wou'd have cut my Hands off firſt ; neither ſhou'd 


I have let your Ladyſhip know how it happen'd, 
but that I was ſure you wou'd have Pity on 


them —— No, marry, I'd have run all Hazards, 


and have took it upon myſelf firſt. 
Lib. You are a faithful Servant, Phillis ; and for 


your Reward Pl] never wear my new * 


Gown — 


Enter Clerimont. 
Cur⸗ Lady, your moſt obedient humble Servant. 
Lib. Well, Mr. Clerimons, I proteſt you are a 
very pundctual Gentleman! — You've kept your 
Time almoſt to a Minute. [Looking on her 5 
Sir George will not expect me ſo ſoon as this ! — 


But pray how does Celia ? 


Cler. I fear but very indifferently —— 1 left the 
Phyſicians with her while I took a Turn or two in 


the Park for the Benefit of the Air. 


Lib. In the Park, Sir! — You met with And 
ance of fine Company there, no Doubt? But what 


is all the Company in the World to a Man in Mr. 


Clerimont s Circumſtances, if the favourite Cœlia 1s 
abſent ? : Cler. 


N * in by - 


* 


Modern Fine Lady). as 
(r. I muſt needs own, Madam, Cælias Preſence * 
_ wou' d have made che nnn more agree- 
able. 
Aub. Is there no Woman in the World, Sir, > 
happy enough to partake of your Love but lia? 
dier. Madam! There are Women in the 
World, no Doubt, who deſerve the Eſteem of 
Men much better than myſelf — But Celia's all 
Perfection! — *Tis not her Face, her Air, or Shape, 
that attract my Heart, nor the ſoſt Graces ſpark- 
ling in her Eyes; theſe are, I own, but meer ex- 
— Beauties, ſubject to decay — I am ravidh'd 
. With the in ward Diſpoſitions of her Soul! —a Soul, 
adorn'd with Innocence, and the ſtricteſt Virtue. 


Theſe are the Beauties ev'ry Man foow'd prize, 
And to fuch a. my Heart I facnes: 


- Lib. You merit every Virtue cui Miſtreſs of 
Had the Wealth of both the Indies, I wou'd 
Tefire no other Perſon to beſtow it on — Mr. 
Clerimont. | 

'  Cler. [Aſide] What can this ant 

Lib. But I'm unworchy of his Love = — 

Cler. You have the next Place in my Aﬀettions 
to Celia, I affure you, Madam — But*twould be 
diſhonourable, ungenerous, and baſe, to ſlight her 
virtuous Love, who merits more than I can give. 

Lib. Tis an unſpeakable Pleaſure to me, Mr. 
 Olerimont, to think chat you eſteem me next to 
lia. 

dier. By Heavens I wou'd prefer thee before 
my of your Sex, except my cælia —— But there 
Honour and Gratitude bids— \ 

Lib Oh, tis enough; I'm fatisfy'd — vou are 
2 Man of Honour, but we muſt not be truſted by 
N dure, 


—_— 
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ourſelves, leaſt our Paſſions ſhou'd get the better 
of our Reaſon! — Then what wou'd Celia ſuffer! 
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Cler. 1 hope ſhe'll never ſuffer by my means. 
Lib. I hope ſo too — But ham Nature's frail! 


e may indulge our Paſſions at Clia's Coft. 
dier. No! — Tho! I were raviſh'd with your 

Beauties, I'wou'd ſtifle a Flame of ſuch fatal Con- 
| ſequence. w_ 


Lib. 1 commend your Virtue - — - Was t not for 


Gehia, I might be happy then! 


Cler. By Heavens, you ſhou'd this Moment, 


were it in my Power to do it with Honour. 


Lib. Nay, now you ſwear, I muſt diſcover all 


0 Take that [Gives him Celia's Letter] 


ON: Ha" Celia's Hand! 
Clerimont reads. 


Dear Libertina, 


Am in the utmoſt Confuſion, and know not what 
wi; 3 of me without your fi friendly A st- 

ance. I'm ſorry to tell you my Ilineſs is only feign'd 
ſince 5 Clerimont s Arrival, purely to prevent 
his expecting me to do that which is done already— 


What will you think of me, when I tell you I'm 
marry d to dir Henry Trueman! — But who wwou'd 


5 ever. thought of ſeeing Mr. Clerimont again |! 
— Dear Libertina, looſe no Time, if you can do 


any thing to ſerve me; for I've receiv'd Advice, 
that Sir Henry will be with me this Day about 


Noon, and declare our Marriage. — I muſt truſt 
you to excuſe the unhappy Celia to ber dear Cleri- 
mans becauſe "tis a T, of I can't take upon my-. 
A 


8 Celia. 


der. 


I x 
N 
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der. ee Woman! — Well, Madam, bg 
_ convinc'd this Letter came fromGtlia 8 Hand, 
to ſhew how ready I am to do any, nnr —5 
2 contribute to her Satis faction, lm this N 
at her dear Companion's Service, and way” i wil 
lingly have our Nuptials celebrated with the vir- 
tuous Cehia's. 

Lib. I hope, Mr. Qerimont, you U exeuſe m 
Freedom with you, ſince you are acquainted peed : 
the Occafion —— I muſt needs own, tis with 
abundance of Satisfaction I reſign. N to a Ravi 
of your Merit! — There's my Hand, my Heart 
you've got already do with me what you Gs . 


. To Wutb's gay Frolicks now I bid. Adieu, 1 U 
Strict Virtue's Paths determin d to purſue; 8 
0 future Time, Til ſtudiouſiy improue, 
NY Ly ew, and: mavifes wy . £1 ve 


OY [He leads ber Col 


Enter. Phillis. 91 1934 1 
phil $o! 1— i a Match preſently made oy a 
But its what 1 expected when I receiy'd the Let. 
ter this Morning — Egad, 1 _ to like Matri- 
mony better and better every 55 of my Life; 
and I believe her Lady ſhip's ins e Servant will 
. 6 her 5 —. 


A 1 R Jack Lau, 


How wretched i is hs Maider's Fate, 

O'er Man who has no Power; 
But I will wed, before too late, 
Leſt I miſs the lucky Hour : 


- _ 


1 a 7 7 : 
5 "We" | 4 ＋. . 
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2 2 in my Bloom, 
I' marry ſoon, 
Por my Heart is all un Fire; pu e 
And when J once have fix d th Mee. 
Oh the — = How willing PH retire. 


1 Enter Tim. 1 Yo "ie 
Tim. There is ſomething more than abinary in : 
Agitation, Fm fure uren for our Lady and Mr. 
Clerimont are both go e and have ſent | 


Jobn with ſome delt M age to Celia. 
© Phil. There is ſomething more than ordinary in 


preſentl 


Tim. Hang me like a Dog, 111 did not expect as 


much; Well, Mrs. Phill, what ſay you to a * 


honeſt Man for your Huaband! ?— Let us fol 
my Lady's Bxample, Child. 
Phil. Fie upon you, Tim! — Don' t you know 
I have as good as promis'd Mr. Slit-Plumb. Lou 
wou' d not have me fo baſe to diſappoint him? 
Tim. Then he'll diſappoint you, I'm ſure, Phil- 


lis ; for tis impoſſible a Man of ſeventy. Years of 
Age ſhou'd anſwer the Expectation Ef a Cal Wen. 


has never yet ſeen twenty. 


4 +» Sy 4 5 


AIR vu. The r. li Lady. 


dad, Mrs. Phillis, if oer you? re bis Bride, 
The Wants of a Woman can ner be fupply'd, 
Unleſs ſome briſk Lover for him takes a Ride, 
On your N dawn,. N Ke.. 


Agitation indeed Tim, for we ſhall have a Maſter 
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g 
Phil. PO Mr. Tim, I muſt tell unto you,” 
| F that is the Caſe, as I believe you ſpeak true, 
eres nothing on Earth ſhall “er * us two,' 

Nut toe will go down, 22 on, &c. 


4 
> 


Tim, Then give me thy Hand, and 7 you quickly Hal 
nod 
The woot, ad of my Manhood, and what 7 | 
1 088.0. 
Well keep Time with our Brtters, and mere 
Fily go 


Up and — and down derry, derry ee. 


Phil. Igive you my Hand, and my Heart with it too, 
But I beg ef all "Things that you'll ever prove 
true, 
And n is beded, PII fre what 
youll do, . 
When Pm down, den, det, &c. 


Euter Sir George at one Door, Clerimont lulu i in 
__ , Libertina at the other. 


8. Geor.. Ha! may I truſt my Ey es? My 
Heart forebodes what Pm unwillin Ss to believe 


Aide] I expected to have been favour'd with your 
Company at Dinner! | 


Cler. Sir George ſhall foon —— wn 

S. Geor, No Excuſe, Mr. Clerimont — I ima 
7 5 you had been a Man of the ſtricteſt Honour, | 

br the 

Cter. 1 ſhall ner deviate from that Principle, 
Sir George ! — To deal ingenioully with you, Li- 
bertina is now the Partner of my Heart, and the 
Prieſt has ty-d the Gordian' Knot. 


G : | 8. Geor, 8 + \ 
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S. Geor. Confufion.! — Is this a Princi ciple of 
Honour? — But you area Traytor to Lore in de- 
Gring . 7 Man but you, $i f 
13 any ut you, Sir Geo ge, ſpoke 
. 1 i ul 15 much —— ' Y 1 

| Lib. Let me conjure you to have Patience, Sir 
5 George — You have accus'd Mr. Clerimont wrong- 


Sgt { — The Myſtery ſhall be ſoon reveal'd. 


Enter Sir Harry Trueman, leading i in Celia. 
S. Geor. What can this mean! — More Won- 
ders yet! — I little thought, Niece, of ſeeing 
you here! | 
Cl. Your Aſtoniſhment, Uncle, will ceaſe, when 
this Affair appeats in its true Light. | 
'S. Geor. Celia in Health! and Joy in every 4 
Face! - — Heavens! I'm confounded ! 
S. Harry. I hope, Sir George, you will excuſe 
our private Union —— The natural Timedity of 
Lovers madè us negligent of your Conſent. — But 
_ Cilia's now the only Bleſſing of my Life; the 
| Nuptial Band has made our Vie 1ews, our Wiſhes 
and Theticm the fame, and all my future Care hall 
be to make her Happineſs compleat. 
S. Geor. If Virtue was the chiet Motive in 1 all 
Four Attions, my not being privy to them, I free- 
y forgive — and wiſh you a full Poſſeſſion of Hap- 
nn as your own Deſires, and durable as Life. 


AIR VII. Lumps of Pudding, Ge. 


8. Geor. By Bacchus and Venus let this Day be 
„ 

Since each bappy Couple together are bound; 

May their Love be as conſtant their Fame 


. ER 4 
. As young billing 7. urtles, throughout the 
; whale Tar. 8. Harry. 
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While Life does remain, well be true to 
each other, 
Nor mind what this Courtier, or Lord 
does, or Pother ; 
Well ſcorn the vile Actions which foro 
Men purſue, 
Who leave their one Wipes, and take up 
wit 4 10 1 4 * | | | 


s, Harry. 


CHORU 5s. | 
White Life does remain, &c, | 
[A Dance, 
F 14 1k 
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